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"You had better take me seriously for once. I tell you I'm going to
die any day now, I didn't wake once in my sleep last night."
I laughed: "Of course, it is a sign of good health. You have not
looked so well for a long time."
"That is also a sign," he insisted. "Isn't there Beethoven on the
wireless?"
"No. There's a play of yours."
"Then we can go for a walk. My plays make very good radio. Have
you ever listened to one?"
We sat down to listen and soon his eyes shut and it seemed as if he
were asleep.
GJB.S. had no intention of dying. There was nothing of the too old
at ninety feeling about him. With the book safely behind him, he could
give his time to his correspondence which had by now mounted to
giant proportions. All kinds of people were giving him advice on how to
grow older still, how to dispose of his money, how to enjoy his solitude,
how to invest, what gods to invoke, how to breathe, how to bathe, how
to grow his food, what to do with a new moon and how to face the sun.
There were people from the other end of the earth who offered him the
very apparatus proved to have doubled the life of rats and might prolong
his if he invested in its manufacture, and there were ladies who knew
that they were destined to look after his last years. Some of these people
couched their letters in such literary language that they obviously spent
much time in the composition. There were those who wanted auto-
graphs and there were those who had personal problems which only
he could solve, because he showed such wonderful understanding and
knowledge of their own particular situation in his plays. In fact he
might or must have had them in mind when he wrote them.
All this time, while he was answering letters in a humorous and
lighthearted manner, what seemed a little cloud was reaching storm
proportions, blotting out everything else. International and national
affairs were forgotten. Every day now he spoke about this coming
catastrophe and aU his ingenuity was of no avail. If I offered any suggestion
he would brush it aside as if there was no possible help for him. We
knew that he had hardly spoken to his servants, had never in fact entered
the kitchen and did not know in what condition they lived. These two,
the housekeeper and her husband, the head gardener and valet combined,
had been with the Shaws for over thirty years and accepted as inevitable